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The afternoon sun beat down upon a large courtyard, lending a brilliant shine to the polished marble pillars and golden accents. In this courtyard there was a pool, and beside this pool were two men, one middle-aged and the other quite young. They reclined on a pair of deck chairs, fully nude save for the cool damp towels resting on their foreheads.

After several minutes of stillness and silence, young Mike Duvall spoke. “I mean… The towels help, but couldn’t you just cool the ambient temperature down by a few degrees?”

The older man cracked a smile. “I tried controlling the weather a few times, in the early days.” Elliot Jupiter shook his head slowly, taking care not to dislodge the towel. “Turns out that sort of thing is far more trouble than it’s worth. Does the phrase ‘butterfly effect’ mean anything to you?”

“So, what… You can transform the whole world into a casual sex paradise overnight, but a little cloud-cover is too much to handle?”

“It’s not that simple, my boy,” Elliot chuckled. “Remember, it took me several weeks of daily meditation to prepare for that change… And besides, the whole point was to revel in the unintended consequences. Tornados aren’t quite as charming as orgies.”

“Point taken,” Mike replied, before brushing the towel off of his face and sitting up. “But… Well, I hope you learned a few tricks the first time around. I’ve got an idea for you, and I don’t want to wait weeks to see the results. An experiment, kinda… Something to keep us entertained.”

“An experiment? Well, then.” Elliot removed his own towel and sprung to his feet. “Am I finally about to get my money’s worth out of my assistant?”

“You’re not paying—” Mike began, but stopped short, looking across the opulent courtyard. Several women were emerging from the patio doors on the other side of the pool, their bare, bronzed skin gleaming in the sun. They made their way to the edge, giggling and groping each other’s bodies all the way, before plunging into the crystal-clear water one by one.

“…But yes,” Mike continued. “You’ll get your good favor’s worth, I hope.”

Somewhere on the other side of the planet, a young man not unlike Mike Duvall sat hunched-over on a public bench, head in his hands. His fingers ran through his hair over and over, combing the messy dirty-blonde locks into some semblance of order.

“Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fucking… Fuck.” He glanced around to see if anyone heard him, but this side of the park was more or less deserted.

Why, Charlie? He shook his head. Why do you keep doing this to yourself? I mean, shit, you’re not in high school anymore… Why should you care about the ‘cool kids’ or whatever? Ben’s not my friend, not really. He proved that today, so, just… Move on.

Just as he was about to get going and catch the bus home, another thought came: Yes, you really should. This doesn’t look healthy.

Charlie sprung to his feet, eyes growing wide. “That… I didn’t…”

You didn’t think that? The sounds popped into his head like any other thought, but it wasn’t his own voice. No, Charlie, you haven’t been doing much thinking today. You’re in quite the state, oh yes… It’s a wonder you can stand up straight with all the emotions clattering around in here. We can fix that, though. The voice laughed. You should thank your lucky stars my assistant took a liking to you.

Before Charlie could think of a suitable reply, two figures popped up in front of him. Mike Duval wore dress pants, a red polo shirt, and a crisp blazer, while Elliot Jupiter stood casually in a plush bathrobe.

“Respectfully, sir, I don’t see why you couldn’t dress up.”

Elliot shrugged. “Well, I can’t be too formal. I don’t want him to think he’s meeting God or something.”

“Well, isn’t he?”

“We’ve talked about this, Michael. No theological arguments in front of the mortals.” He winked.

It was around this time that Charlie slumped backwards, falling hard onto the bench.       Mike smiled kindly. “Look, just pretend it’s a dream or something. That helps, at first.” Charlie’s eyes jumped from him to Elliot, who smiled encouragingly. “We’re genies, or your fairy godparents, or whatever,” Mike continued. “We came here by magic, and we’re gonna do some magic. We’re gonna help you.”

“Help me,” Charlie mumbled. “Help me with what?”

“Whatever’s got you in such a state, man.” Mike reached into his blazer and pulled out a notepad. “Let’s have it from the top. Who ruined your day?”

Charlie sat stock-still for a moment before shrugging. “…My friend—a guy from my calculus class. Ben.”

“Okay.” Mike scribbled out a quick note. “What did Ben do?”

“Well, there’s this girl we’ve both been fucking, Naomi. Not just us two, of course. She’s pretty hot, so she gets used a lot in class when things get boring, which…”

“Calculus. Right, right. So, what went wrong?”

“I’m really into her, like… More than just fucking. He knew I was gonna ask her out on a date today. I told him so… Which was a huge mistake, apparently, because he took that as his cue to grab her and bring her home over spring break.”

“Oh, shit. That’s coming up soon, yeah?”

“Starts tomorrow. They left for the airport right after class.” Charlie shook his head. “All that one-on-one time, probably all sorts of fun spring break shit… By the time they get back, it’s gonna be too late. They’ll be dating for sure, and I’ll be just another guy she sucks off three times a week.”

“What, that’s it?” Elliot chimed in, crossing his arms. “We came all this way for girl problems?”

Mike waved him off. “Don’t mind the man in the robe, Charlie. This seems like the perfect opportunity to shake things up a little. Where did you say Ben was from? Where’s he taking your lady?”

“San Francisco. What, um… What are you guys going to do?”

“Okay, man, here’s how this is gonna go down. We’re going to move things around a bit, shift some social norms, change the rules—”

Elliot chuckled. “What do you mean, ‘we?’ Which intricate weave of reality will you be molding like supple clay, my cocky young assistant?”

“…And you’re going to benefit,” Mike finished without skipping a beat. Seeing the dumbfounded expression on Charlie’s face, he turned to Elliot. “Sir, could you maybe, I dunno… Speed this up somehow? Make him understand? We’re gonna be running a whole lot of experiments after this one, I hope, and the whole explanation thing is gonna get old fast.”

“Fair enough.” Elliot put a hand on Charlie’s shoulder, looked him in the eye, and spoke: “We’re your fairy godparents, and we’re going to change the world for you. You’ll remember the way things used to be, the way they were when you woke up this morning, but nobody else will. We’re also going to send you to San Francisco, because we’re big on true love and all that jazz.” He smiled a fraction, still keeping his piercing gaze trained on Charlie. “Then my assistant and I are going to go back to my palace, turn on my special-magic-fairy-godmother television, and watch you mess around in the sandbox I’ve created.”

“While getting blown by supermodels, I hope,” Mike offered.

“Goes without saying.” Elliot removed his hand and took a step back. “So, Charlie… Are you ready?”

“Yeah…” He stared for a moment, then began to nod slowly. “Yeah, I think I am.”

“Good man. Oh, but one last thing, and this is the important bit.” Elliot’s expression turned serious. “Don’t forget what happened to the man who suddenly got everything he always wanted.”

“What… What happened?”

“He lived happily ever after,” Elliot said. After giving Charlie one final nod he snapped his fingers, and the young man’s world turned black. The last thing he saw was the well-dressed Mike Duvall, chuckling as he stowed his notepad away.

The young man regained consciousness suddenly and violently. Finding himself lying on something cold and rough, Charlie shot upright, only to bash his face into a tangle of branches.

Dude, slow down, he thought to himself. One thing at a time… Where the fuck am I?

Slowly and carefully this time, he sat up and took a look around. He soon realized that he was lying in a small hedge, with white-painted wooden siding off to one side and a well-manicured lawn on the other. Just as he was about to crawl out of the mess of leaves and branches, Charlie heard voices above him. Popping his head up, he discovered that he was sitting just below someone’s windowsill.

“…Well, if you don’t want to fool around or anything, why did you come all this way?” The voice was a man’s, relatively deep yet with a whiny tone. “I thought you were into me?”

A different voice replied, this one female. “I mean, you’re fine, but… No, honestly, I’m not like that ‘into you’ or anything.” There was a pause. “…I’m not really sure why I came… Why did I come all the way here with you?”

Charlie’s eyes widened as he recognized the confused girl’s voice. Holy shit… Naomi. And that must be Ben with her. Those two weird guys really brought me here… But what the fuck’s going on? If Ben wants to fuck her, how is she refusing? That’s not how that works…

“Probably because I’m a catch,” Ben continued. “Look, I don’t want to sound full of myself, but why wouldn’t you want to date me?”

“I’m not saying I would never, ever go on a date with you. But there’s ‘dating’ and then there’s ‘flying halfway across the country to get busy in your parents’ living room.’ This is the latter, and I’m not that kind of girl… And you’re not an Alpha, so you can’t order me to do anything.”

Huh? What the hell’s an “Alpha?”

“Right, I’m no Alpha, but here you are anyway,” Ben scoffed. “That means you came willingly.”

Charlie may have been just a mediocre college student lying half-dazed in a bush, but he wasn’t stupid. Oh, shit. Alpha, like alpha male animals and stuff… Those guys said they were gonna change social norms, so this must be it. Wait, what else did they say? They were gonna help me out, give me everything I ever—Oooh. Oh, yes, holy shit…

Cutting his eavesdropping session short, Charlie rolled out of the bush and scrambled across the lawn towards the front of the house. Brushing the dirt off his clothes, he climbed the stairs and rang the doorbell.

C’mon… Please let this work. If I’m right…

The door swung open and Charlie found himself face-to-face with his ex-friend. Ben’s brow furrowed as he recognized him; he looked confused for a moment, then irritated. “What the hell are you doing here, Charlie?”

“Hello to you too, buddy.” Charlie’s heart was racing. This was uncharted waters, but something about his conversation with the mysterious men had filled him with confidence. This was his moment. “You don’t seem very happy to see me.”

“Whatever, man… I guess I didn’t think you’d come all this way.” He sighed. “Stupid, I know… Why wouldn’t you, with all those free flights and shit?”

Free flights? He thinks I fly for free… Wait, maybe I do, if I’m really—

“Fuckin’ Alphas, man. Not fair at all,” Ben muttered.

Charlie barely managed to hide his excitement. “…Uh, yeah. Same old, y’know.” He coughed nervously. “So, do you mind if I come in, or..?”

“Yeah, yeah, of course.” Ben opened the door and stood aside. His shoulders were slumped and his movements slow, like a child being forced to clean his room. “Make yourself at home. You guys always do.”

Giving his host a nod, Charlie slid past him and into the front hall. The interior of the house was old, but it wasn’t the same cramped, messy, well-used sort of oldness that dominated Charlie’s family home. Ben came from money, and his parents weren’t afraid to show it off.

Jesus. Who needs three grandfather clocks in one entryway? Glancing around at the endless display of antique ornaments and oil paintings, Charlie made his way into the living room, with Ben trailing behind.

“Charlie? Is that you?”

Right there in front of him, sitting cross-legged on a wide leather couch, was the girl Charlie had come so far to find. Naomi was wearing an outfit more conservative than Charlie had ever seen on a college girl; her skirt reached almost halfway to her knees, and her tank top was enough to cover both her breasts and midriff. Still, even without her signature thong and tube top, the mere sight of her got Charlie’s heart thumping like a jackhammer. Brushing her raven hair to the side, she smiled up at him.

“Um… Hey, Naomi. What’s up?”

“Not much! I’m just here, uh…” She coughed nervously. “Never mind that. What’re you doing all the way out here in San Fran?”

“Oh, um…” Come on, Charlie. Seize your moment… You’re an Alpha now. “I heard you were spending the break with Ben,” he began, raising his voice and straightening his posture a fraction. “That’s not gonna work for me. You’re mine, and I don’t like to share.”

Ben snorted derisively from somewhere behind him, but Naomi looked more convinced by his show of bravado. “Wow, that’s… I didn’t know I was that important to you. I know you can have any girl, so that’s, um… Pretty flattering, I guess.”

“Don’t get too full of yourself,” Ben piped up, budging past Charlie and collapsing into a velvet armchair. “He’s just doing this to fuck me over.”

“Is that any way to talk about your guest? Especially when he’s got you in the palm of his hand… Not a smart move.” Charlie waggled his finger. “I want that seat.”

Ben got up with a sigh, moving over to the couch. “Fine.”

“Woah there, don’t get comfortable yet. I’m a little thirsty. Could go for a beer.”

“Fucking… Fine, okay. You want one, Naomi?”

Charlie cut in before she could answer. “That’s thoughtful of you, but no. Her mouth’s about to be full.”

As Ben stalked off towards the kitchen, Naomi bolted upright. “Oh, um, should I suck you off now, or…?”

“Yes, now that you mention it,” Charlie replied with a grin. “It was a really long plane ride, and I could use some help relaxing.”

“Of course,” she said with a nod, sliding off the couch and onto the floor in front of Charlie. “Let’s let the little guy out,” she mumbled, tugging at his zipper. “I don’t get why Alphas wear so much clothing, it’s—Oh, wow, you’re already so hard—Mmph!”

After pulling her mouth onto his shaft, Charlie shook his head. “Don’t try to butter me up too hard. You still have some explaining to do. Coming all this way with Ben, leaving me behind without so much as a ‘goodbye...’ Is that any way to treat your friend? To treat an Alpha?”

For a while he held her head down, sliding in and out of Naomi’s lips without giving her any chance to reply. Soon, though, he began to feel guilty. I guess didn’t really abandon me... She probably didn’t have any choice. Ben brought her here before those magic dudes changed everything. She only THINKS she abandoned me… Should I take it easy on her?

“Here.” Charlie’s thoughts were interrupted as a cold beer was shoved into his hand. Ben stood over the pair, watching as Charlie pushed Naomi’s head down again and again. “Fuck, that looks fun. Is she good? Wait, no, don’t answer that. I don’t even wanna—”

“She’s amazing.” As Charlie took his hand out of Naomi’s hair to crack open the beer, he was delighted to see that she kept sucking anyway, even picking up the pace a little. “Oh fuck, that feels fucking amazing,” he moaned before taking a sip. This is all so much better than usual… I’m the only one who can have her. I can have ANYTHING.

It was as if Ben could read his mind. “You lucky son of a bitch,” he said, slumping onto the couch.

“Hey now, leave my mom out of this,” Charlie replied. “That said… Your mom lives here, right? When does she get home?”

“Fuck you. Five o’clock, maybe five-thirty if she stops to get stuff for dinner.”

Charlie couldn’t help but laugh. “You might have to do the cooking tonight, bud.”

Mike Duvall and Elliot Jupiter sat in front of the special-magic-fairy-godmother television. The screen itself reached from floor to ceiling, with two massive speakers built into the wall on either side. As Charlie and Ben stopped talking onscreen, the noise of Naomi’s enthusiastic sucking dominated the soundtrack. Elliot turned the volume down a few points and then leaned back in his padded cinema seat.

“Damn, she’s really going at it,” Mike said, stuffing a handful of popcorn into his mouth. “I wouldn’t mind having a go when this little adventure’s done.”

“Don’t speak with your mouth full,” Elliot chided. “Mind your manners, and you might get to ‘have a go’ right now.”

“What do you mean?” Mike put down the popcorn. “We’re not gonna interrupt the experiment, are we? Don’t you want to see how this whole Alpha thing plays out?”

“I certainly do! That said, I suspected we might work up a specific sort of appetite during our observations. Never fear… I made some preparations.” With that he snapped his fingers, and the door to the cinema swung open and two women entered.

“Oh… Oh wow,” Mike gasped. “Good call.”

Standing in the threshold were two exact copies of Naomi, nude and smiling. They swung their wide hips as they pranced over to the men, then knelt down before them in perfect unison.

“I didn’t have the time or energy to pull off true duplication, so they don’t have the personality of the real thing,” Elliot said as the two Naomis licked their lips. “The anatomy and sexual behavior should be fully accurate, though.”

“So we’re gonna get the exact same blowjob that he’s getting?” Mike pointed at the screen, where Charlie was throwing his head back and thrusting his hips.

“Absolutely.” Elliot grunted as his version of Naomi took his entire length into her mouth in one stroke. “Mmm… It’s a good one, too.”

“Fuck, no kidding,” Mike chuckled. “Talk about an immersive viewing experience.”

A few hours later and six thousand miles away, Charlie was yelling to himself.

“FUCK it’s good to be a FUCKIN’ ALPHA,” he shouted between thrusts, before slapping Ben’s mom on her firm, naked rear end. The blonde MILF gasped and squirmed, trying not to knock anything over as Charlie bent her over the dining table and slid into her pussy.

“Careful, dear. Your right arm’s almost in the gravy,” Ben’s father said jovially, before taking another bite of his baked potato. “So, Charlie, you were telling us about your program? You’re in calculus class with Ben, is that right?”

“Oh, yeah… Ungh… But that’s not really my thing. It’s just required for bio majors.”

“Biology? Is that right? I almost majored in that myself. It’s so fascinating, I—”

Ben cleared his throat. “You don’t have to act interested, Dad. He’s just here to fuck these two and torture me and be a dick.” He fiddled with his fork, poking at his untouched meal.

“Jeez, Ben,” Naomi piped up from the other side of the table. “Why are you so rude today?”

“Please forgive my son,” the older man said with a sigh. “Some young people have no respect for Alphas these days.” One of Charlie’s thrusts set his wine glass rocking, and he reached out to steady it. “I really am interested in biology.”

“Thanks, uh… Ben’s dad.” Charlie paused, giving one of the woman’s ass cheeks a squeeze. “What was your name again? And your wife?

“I’m Andrew, and the lovely woman you’re mounting is Valerie. Thank you for asking, and for joining us this evening. Despite the way our son acts, we’re always happy to host an Alpha!”

“Happy to be here… You seem like a nice dude, and your wife’s pretty accommodating as well… How did you end up with a douchebag like Ben for a kid?” He laughed, running a hand through Valerie’s curly locks. “Y’know, I actually feel kinda bad for intruding on your evening. I feel like I should reward you for your hospitality.”

Andrew waved dismissively. “Oh no, that’s not—”

“I insist. Naomi, your blowjobs are legendary… Would you mind treating our host to one while he finishes eating?”

Andrew perked up a little as the girl crawled under the table without a word. “Oh, that is very kind. I don’t have many Alpha friends, so it’s not often I get to enjoy such a gorgeous young—Oh… Oh my…” His eyes closed as Naomi got to work, her slurping and sucking audible even as the table rocked and the dishes rattled.

“Best dinner party of my life,” Charlie said, pulling out of Valerie. “Why don’t you get down there and finish me off, ma’am? You look lovely this evening, ma’am, but I think I could improve your makeup a little.

Nodding and biting her lip, Valerie pulled away from the table and somewhat shakily got down on her knees. Grabbing Charlie’s shaft with both hands she stroked him rapidly, his swollen head just a few inches from her face.

“Fuck, I’m… God, yes…” Charlie grabbed the edge of the table, his whole body jerking as he reached his limit. Rope after rope of jizz shot onto Valerie’s face, a few thick blobs falling from her chin and onto her heaving cleavage. She continued jacking him off, panting and biting her lip as she pumped out every last jet of hot cum. As soon as he ran dry she licked the last drop from his tip, her tongue swirling around his twitching member before she finally leaned back.

Gasping for air, Charlie looked down to admire his handiwork. The older woman was absolutely dripping with cum, painted with his sticky white load from her full lips down to her heavy breasts. She smiled nervously at Charlie, cocking her head to one side.

“How do I look, sir? Is this better?”

Despite the fact that he had emptied his balls seconds ago, Charlie’s cock twitched a little. “Oh yeah… Yeah. You look good.”

Still sitting in front of his cold dinner, Ben scoffed. “Take a picture, it’ll last longer. Mom always takes a shower after dinner, she’s like clockwork, so—”

“Not tonight, love.” Valerie rose to her feet, taking care not to wipe away any of the cum on her body. “If Charlie thinks I look better like this, then I think I can afford to skip the shower. It’s important to make our guest feel at home.”

“Exactly what I was thinking! You folks are so kind,” Charlie said with a chuckle, reaching between Valerie’s legs and slipping a finger into her warm, wet pussy. “Still, a shower sounds good right about now,” he said, stroking the squirming woman’s clit with his thumb. “How about I go take one while you and your son clean up? Hey Naomi—Oh, wait, I suppose she’s still busy?”

“Almost done,” Andrew mumbled. Both of his hands were below the table as he stared slack-jawed at the ceiling. “Almost there… Oooh…”

Squatting down beside the table, Charlie watched Naomi suck down the man’s load. She swallowed several times before pulling back slowly, dragging her lips over his length before finally releasing him with a ‘pop.’

“Ah… Oh, well hello there,” she said, noticing Charlie’s stare. “You said something about a shower?”

“Let’s go. Right now,” he replied eagerly. “We might be a while, everyone. Watch a movie or something, I dunno.” He offered his arm to Naomi, helping her crawl out from under the table. “Hey Ben, once you’re done helping your Mom clean up, would you mind bringing us a bottle of wine or something? Nothing like a cold drink in the hot shower, y’know?”

“Of course I mind. But yeah, see you in a few, asshole.”

“Thanks. You’re a real friend… Well, sorta.” With that Charlie rushed off upstairs, leading the giggling Naomi by her arm.

Back in the Palace of Sin, Mike was fixing a mid-movie snack. While he bustled around the elaborate kitchen, Elliot leaned in the doorway, looking on impassively.

“I swear this used to be easier,” Mike said, hunching over a marble countertop. “I mean, it’s just fish, rice, and seaweed. Why isn’t this sticking together? Any ideas?” He sighed. “Are you listening, Mr. Jupiter?”

“Hmm? Oh, I’m sorry, I thought the question was rhetorical. Why don’t you ask one of my girls to do it? Gianna’s quite the chef, I’m sure she’d be happy to.”

“Yeeeah… I kinda wanted to let her sleep in,” Mike said with a shrug. “I may or may not have kept her up last night.”

“Oh? You seem to be getting along fine.”

“Yeah, no, I got plenty of rest. I wanted to see what it would be like to fall asleep while inside a girl, so I told her to start riding me really slowly. I forgot to tell her when to stop, though, so guess what I saw when I woke up this morning?”

Elliot raised an eyebrow. “Hm. She should’ve figured that out on her own… I may have to dial down her obedience a touch, maybe add some intelligence.”

“Hey, don’t worry about it. It’s my own fault for grabbing a chef instead of a harem girl. I just can’t resist that curvy, dark-skinned look, y’know?”

“Of course. That’s why I picked her, after all. Might as well have someone shapely to fill out the apron.”

“Oh, you picked her out? I assumed she was custom-shaped—Oh fuck, it fell apart again.” Mike frowned at the heap of ingredients arrayed in front of him.

A smirk appeared on Elliot’s face. “The rice isn’t sticky enough.”

“Are you sure? I’m pretty sure that I—”

“Mike, I don’t make assumptions about something so important as cuisine. I use my powers, and I find out for sure. Take it from a reality bender: that rice is not sticky enough.”

“…Yeah, I suppose I should trust you on that. Pizza?”

Elliot nodded. “Call the place, but be quick about it. I’m eager to see how our boy Charlie’s getting on.”

“Oh yeah? I guess my experiment’s keeping your interest after all?”

“Right you are. I hope you’ve got more ideas up your sleeve… I wouldn’t mind making this sort of reality-change on a regular basis.”

Mike grinned. “Happy to be of service. Speaking of which, do you think we could get a couple Valerie-clones to go with the Naomi ones?”

“Come now, Michael. She’s just a side-character in our little drama.”

“I dunno… That dinner scene had me on the edge of my seat. Oh, and when she got home from work and he literally fuckin’ pounced on her? Our boy Charlie mounted and stuffed that woman like a hunting trophy.” Whistling under his breath, Mike picked up the phone and began to dial. “Man, this dude’s power trip makes for some good television. Prosciutto and mushrooms?”

“Perfect,” Elliot said, before turning on his heel and heading back towards the cinema. “You know, Michael, you’re getting more indispensable by the day.”

“Good to know,” he replied, raising his voice as the other man disappeared around the corner. “Is there a Christmas bonus, or—Oh, hello there ma’am… Um, I mean, buongiorno! Vorrei ordinare una pizza per il Presidente se stesso… Sì, in realtà…”

“Ben, my man! It’s about time!”

As Ben walked into his parents’ master bathroom with a bottle of champagne in one hand and two glasses in the other, he was treated to the sight of Charlie nailing their mutual crush up against the glass door of the shower. Naomi’s head was flung back and her mouth hung open, letting out little moans as her pert breasts flattened against the steamy surface.

“You’re gonna fuck up the hinges,” Ben grumbled, moving over to the shower and holding up the bottle for Charlie to inspect. “That or the whole shower’s gonna fall apart.”

“Whatever. Not really my problem,” Charlie said, before pulling out of Naomi’s shuddering body and helping her lean against the wall. “What took you so long?”

Ben scowled. “Mom was supposed to help me clean up, but Dad needed to show her something in his office.”

Charlie snorted disdainfully as he grabbed the champagne. “Keep the glasses. Who drinks out of a glass in the shower, anyway? It’d get watered down, and besides, if I want a cup then I’ve got a perfectly good pair of tits to push together. Right, Naomi?”

“Um… Yeah,” she replied breathily with a glance down at her cleavage. “That sounds kinda fun.”

“See? C’mon, Ben… Use your brain next time. Now go check on your parents for me, would you? I’m glad your father’s having fun, but I hope he’s not messing up the work of art on Valerie’s tits. I guess he can add to it if he wants, though.”

“Fuck you.”

“Easy there,” Charlie scoffed. “You’re gonna hurt my feelings with that kind of talk. I’m just here to reclaim what’s mine, after all.” He reached out to grope one of Naomi’s breasts, gave her a few deep kisses, then broke away and turned back to Ben. “Just for that little bit of insolence, I’m gonna stay the night here. How does that sound?”

“Sounds… Fine. Just fine,” Ben sighed. “Anything else I can do for you?”

“How nice of you to ask! Yes, you can clean your room up and set yourself up on the couch. Naomi and I will be enjoying your bed tonight. That’s all for now!”

With that Charlie uncorked the champagne and began pouring the bubbles over Naomi’s chest. Between her squeals, Charlie’s laughter, and the hiss of the shower, nobody heard the string of expletives Ben muttered on his way out. Well, not quite nobody.

“That kid’s pretty pissed off, Mr. Jupiter,” Mike said. “What if he snaps? Tries to hurt Charlie, or someone else?”

Elliot shook his head, idly stroking the hair of the Naomi-clone kneeling on the carpet beside his chair. She shuffled slightly closer, keeping her eyes on her cell phone. “He won’t. As far as poor Ben’s concerned, the Alphas are a fact of life. Some people might grumble, but it’s akin to cursing the rain or the economy. He can’t actually do anything about it. I made sure of that.”

“If you say so. Speaking of grumbling, where the hell is that pizza?”

“Assuming you ordered correctly, my girl at the front gate should be letting the driver through as we speak.”

“Cool, cool.” Michael’s eyes turned to his own version of Naomi, who was also tapping away at a touchscreen. “What are these two doing, anyway?”

Elliot shrugged. “Whatever it is young women like to do when it’s break time. Social media, I suppose.”

“Wait, I thought you said these were clones? That they didn’t have personality?” One of the Naomis looked at Mike and raised an eyebrow, while the other just smirked.

“I said they don’t have Naomi’s personality. They’re still people, my naïve assistant. I’m not in the business of creating life. These girls are from my harem.”

“Huh… Right. Who were they, originally?”

“Mine was a lovely Chinese girl. Quite slim, with long dark hair. She’s helped me in the bath more than once, and spent a few nights.” The Naomi at his feet smiled. “Yours… Hmm. Who were you again, dear? A little older, maybe on the heavier side?”

“No, sir.” Mike started as the Naomi at his feet spoke. “Well, I guess I had a pretty big ass, if that’s what you mean.”

“Oh yes, that’s right! Mary!” He grinned at Mike. “As for her rear end, ‘pretty big’ doesn’t quite describe it. She had a fine Latina figure to begin with, and I added a little more. Mary here is the daughter of the Spanish ambassador who came to visit the day after my inauguration.”

The girl blushed. “Aw, you remember! I hope Dad’s doing okay.”

“He was fine when we last spoke,” Elliot said with a nod. “I think he’s coming to the orgy this weekend, so you might just get to see him. Maybe he’ll get over his hang-ups and finally enjoy that ass of yours?”

“Ooh, maybe. You should tell him how much you like it,” she replied with a wink.

“Indeed. Michael, would you mind if we switched girls? All this talk has left me craving Mary’s original body, and I don’t want to deprive you of a Naomi-likeness to enjoy while we watch.”

“Um… Yeah, sure, that’s fine.”

“It’ll be better than fine,” the other Naomi said as she crawled between Mike’s legs, licking her lips. “I promise.”

“That’s not what I—Ooh, fuck, that’s…” Mike trailed off as she took his cock in her mouth. He looked down and met her shining brown eyes for just a moment, appreciating the sight of her lips working their way down his shaft, before turning his attention to the screen.

Ben’s house was relatively quiet and peaceful for the rest of the evening. Exhausted from his first day as an Alpha, Charlie took Naomi to bed soon after their shower. She curled up next to him, the taste of semen and champagne still on her lips, and slept secure in the knowledge that an Alpha had chosen her over all others.

At the same moment the two college lovers were falling asleep, Andrew and Valerie were wrapping up some of the best sex of their marriage. They had been all over each other since Charlie left their presence. Groping in the kitchen led to frantic doggy style on the desk in Andrew’s office, followed by a trip upstairs for missionary and finally anal. While their lovemaking was passionate and spontaneous, all throughout the couple was careful not to wipe off the glaze of cum on Valerie’s breasts. Every time Andrew reached his limit, he pulled out of his wife and gave her another coating, until both were completely spent. They drifted off to sleep in each other’s arms, grateful that an Alpha had come into their lives and so generously filled their home with new life.

Their son Ben was far less content, tossing and turning in the bed he’d made on the living room sofa. After a few minutes he reached for the remote and settled in for some late-night television. He watched with mixed emotions as an Alpha talk show host worked his way through a full lineup of celebrity guests, chatting about their latest movies and projects while having his way with a few of the more attractive of the women. Ben was almost reluctant as he pulled his dick out and began to jack off, half of him cursing Alphas while the other half was thankful for the entertainment they so often provided. By the time he came, letting his load splatter onto the coffee table, he had formed a new outlook on his situation.

I was never gonna get lucky with Naomi… I don’t even know how I got her to come all the way here with me. At least now I get to see her naked and watch her fuck. Hell, maybe if I’m nice, Charlie will share? Either way, it seems like my parents are getting along well since he showed up… That’s pretty cool of him, I guess.

He looked back to the TV, where the host was pounding a busty blonde guest into the stage floor, chatting up her husband all the while with a shit-eating grin on his face.

Still… Fuck Alphas.

After Ben shut the TV off and settled in for the night, the luckiest resident of the house was the only one left awake. Charlie rested his head against Naomi, her hair tickling his chin as he smiled with contentment. Soon, though, the feeling of her lithe naked body pressed up against him had his cock shifting uncomfortably in the confines of his underwear.

I could wake her up, he thought, reaching down to adjust his crotch. She’d take care of it, no problem… But she looks so peaceful. My pleasure isn’t the only thing that matters… Huh. I think I may really be in love with this girl.

The young man carefully extracted himself from the bed, taking care to pull the covers up past Naomi’s shoulders. With one last look he grabbed his clothes and left Ben’s bedroom, heading downstairs.

“Hey, man. Hey! Wake up.” Ben opened his eyes and saw Charlie pulling his shirt on. “We’re going out.”

“Dude, I was sleeping,” Ben groaned. “What’s going on? Where are you going?”

“That depends,” Charlie replied, fiddling with his belt. “Where can we find some hot girls around here?”

“What, other than Naomi and my mom?” Ben sneered.

“Yeah, exactly. There’s gotta be some good-looking neighbours… Don’t tell me you don’t keep track of that shit.”

Ben sighed, then threw the covers off and reached for his pants. “Asian couple across the street, wife’s pretty cute. The family around the corner has a daughter, smoking hot college chick. She’s probably home for the break too. There’re a couple sisters, but that’s a few blocks down.”

“Sisters sounds perfect,” Charlie said, grabbing his coat and throwing another at Ben. “Describe them to me.”

“About our age, maybe a year or two younger. Their parents are rich, sorta-friends of mine, and they seem a little snotty from the few times I’ve actually talked to them. Hot, though… Black, good tits, skimpy dressers, and they’ve both got an amazing ass.”

“Yep. Perfect.” Charlie opened the door and stepped out into the night, setting a quick pace as he shivered against the evening chill.

“Wrong way, ass—Uh, dude,” Ben yelled after him.

“Oh, uh… Right. Lead the way.”

“He just keeps going,” Mike said, waving a slice of pizza around. “Just when I think everyone’s spent, then boom, off they go on a whole new adventure.”

Elliot chuckled. “What, don’t you remember? Experiencing a change of the social order, and ending up on top… It’s intoxicating.”

“Yeah, I guess so. When I found out I could fuck any girl I wanted, suddenly I had more stamina than I knew what to do with.” He paused. “Well, I guess I knew what to do with it.”

“Precisely. And you have to understand, it may be even more pronounced for young Charlie. After all, in his new world it isn’t simply men commanding women. There’s a specific elite class, an exclusive club that hardly one in fifty get to experience… And he’s got the golden ticket. But that was the point, wasn’t it?”

“Yeah, I guess you’re right. We get to see what happens when a beta becomes the alphiest of alpha males,” Mike said. “It’s been fun, but I gotta say… Sorta predictable. He’s shoving his dick into his little rival’s life, taking what he wants and all that. Pretty much what you’d expect.”

“Of course, but this is just the beginning. I’m sure the boy has hidden depths.” With a faint smile on his face, Elliot snapped his fingers.

A woman approached from the back of the cinema, a bronze-skinned beauty wearing nothing but a red cap. Bending down beside Elliot’s seat, she held out a pizza box, obediently holding the position while he chose a slice.

Mike cocked his head to one side, appreciating the woman’s voluptuous form. “We really lucked out, huh? I was expecting some pimply-faced dude. I’ve never seen a pizza delivery driver with a body like that before.”

“Come now… Don’t you know me better than that by now, Michael? Luck had nothing to do with it.”

The driver laughed along with the two men, then put down the pizza box and stepped between their seats. “Um, I don’t mean to be a bother,” she spoke in a heavy accent. “But, uh, is one of you going to fuck me soon? I’m so, so horny all of a sudden… Please?”

Elliot pointed over to Mike. “Of course, dear. I think I’m done for the moment, so please show my friend a good time.”

“Really? ‘Friend?’ Do my ears deceive me, or… Hm?” Mike glanced up as the driver tapped him on the arm. “Oh, reverse cowgirl, please. Yeah, that’s… Mmm, perfect.”

“This little show is your first project as my assistant, and I’m not too big a man to give credit where credit’s due. Now try to keep it down over there, you two… I can’t wait to see what happens next.”

“C’mon, it’s obvious,” Mike grunted as the woman mounted his cock, arching her back and grinding her hips in his lap. “He’s gonna… Ungh… He’s gonna fuck those sisters like it’s his fucking job, and he’s gonna make Ben watch.”

“I’m not so sure… But we’re about to find out, aren’t we? It looks as though they’ve arrived.”

“You’re positive about this?” Charlie stood on the moonlit lawn, hands on his hips, peering down at a window near his feet.

“Yeah, of course,” Ben replied, bouncing up and down a little in an effort to keep warm. “They’ve lived in the basement suite for like… I dunno. Years. They always leave this window unlocked.”

“Cool, cool… I just don’t want to end up in some stranger’s house. How do you know all about these girls, anyway? You’re not some kinda creeper, are you buddy?”

Ben scoffed. “I’ve seen Alphas coming in through here once or twice. There’re three or four in this neighbourhood… Well, one more now, I guess. I think they leave the window open so their parents don’t get woken up every time someone comes at midnight for a fuck.”

“How considerate,” Charlie said, pushing the window open with his foot and climbing inside. “C’mon, Ben, don’t just stand out there in the cold.”

The house was silent as Charlie and Ben slipped through the window and entered the basement suite. After sticking their heads through a few doorways only to find dark, empty rooms, the pair spotted a light at the end of one hallway.

“Hey, Charlie,” Ben murmured. “Would you take it easy on me for once, maybe let me wait this one out? Their couch looks really comfy, and I could use some sleep.” He sighed. “Plus, like… No offense, but I’m sick of watching you fuck girls that I can’t have.”

“Sssh,” Charlie hissed back, waving him off with one hand. “Did you hear that?” As the two young men stopped talking, a soft moan was barely audible through the door. A few seconds later they heard a sharp slap, and the moaning got louder.

“Dude, there’s already someone in there,” Charlie hissed. “What do we do now?”

Ben shrugged. “I dunno, man. If that’s another Alpha in there, then just have one of those Alpha-to-Alpha talks with him. Aren’t you guys supposed to know how to work this shit out?”

“I, uh… Yeah. Right. Here we go, I guess.” With that, Charlie took a deep breath and entered the room.

The sisters’ bedroom was smaller than he expected; almost the entire space was taken up by a queen-sized bed. Sprawled on top of the sheets were three bodies. A muscular middle-aged man lay on his back beneath two red-headed girls.

The first was on all fours with her mouth bobbing up and down on the man’s thick member. A curvy girl with wide hips, her swaying ass was right in the two young men’s faces as they entered the room. She was naked save for a pair of red panties, and a dark patch was spreading between her legs.

The other girl, slightly younger and skinnier in appearance, was straddling the man’s face with her head thrown back towards the ceiling. Entirely nude and covered with a thin sheen of sweat, she ran a hand through his curly black locks and gasped as his lips and tongue darted up and down her pussy.

After a few moments of staring, Charlie cleared his throat. The man pulled back and craned his neck to look around the girl’s waist, eyeing up the pair almost lazily.

“Oh, hey guys,” he grunted. “You the brothers or what?”

Charlie shook his head. “No, uh… We’re here to see these girls. I’m actually an Alpha, so—”

“Ah, fuck, I gotcha.” Sitting up straight, he picked up the girl straddling him and moved her off to the side before giving her a nudge towards his crotch. Her sister shuffled over to make room, and she began lapping at the base of his cock while he continued talking. “My name’s Paul. Good to meet you boys, but I gotta say… I didn’t expect to run into any other Alphas tonight. I was sorta planning on staying the night, so this isn’t really a ‘wait your turn’ situation.” He sighed. “Wanna take one girl and call it fair? No, wait, I guess there’s two of you…”

“Oh no, I’m not an Alpha,” Ben said with a scowl. “I’m just… Just here.”

“Really? Oh, that’s great!” The man laid back, putting his hands behind his head. “No offense, kid. Anyway, just take whichever one you like.” With that he closed his eyes, enjoying the two tongues playing around his shaft.

Charlie looked back and forth between the sisters. “Which one do you like more, Ben?”

“Ugh,” he groaned in reply, crossing his arms.

“I’m serious buddy, pick one. Picture it: you can spend a night with either of these girls. Which one will it be? I know they both look pretty amazing, but you’ve got to have some preference.”

Ben shook his head. “What do you care what I think? You want me to be extra-super-fuckin’ jealous when you’re spending all night fucking her up and down my house?”

“Nope. You’re gonna be the one doing that,” Charlie said with a grin, reaching out to squeeze the thicker girl’s thigh. “C’mon, pick an ass.”

“Wait… Seriously?”

“Yeah, man. Look… You’ve been a dick, but I think you’ve suffered enough. When you told me about these sisters I thought we were gonna come here, get one girl each, and spend the night. Y’know, like a bonding experience or something? But this works too… After all, I’ve still got Naomi, and maybe your mom if I get bored. Now you’ve got someone too!”

“…Seriously?”

“Stop saying that,” Charlie said, swatting his friend on the shoulder. “Just pick an ass and let’s go home. C’mon, before I change my mind and keep one for myself.”

Hearing that, Ben wasted no time grabbing the skinnier redhead, pulling her off the bed and taking her into his arms.

“Oh! Um,” she squealed as Ben began carrying her out the door, with Charlie following close behind. “Bye, Paul! Bye sis! Wow, I’ve never been fucked by a guy who’s not an Alpha. Are you, like, a virgin or something?”

“No!” Ben had to almost shout to be heard above Charlie’s laughter. “C’mon, out the window.”

She jumped up through the window in a practiced way; Ben could immediately tell that she’d done it a thousand times. “Whatever you say, Mr. Beta.”

“Don’t call me that,” Ben snapped, following her up into the street. “C’mon, my place is this way.”

“See?” Elliot flashed Mike a smile. “Our boy Charlie has some hidden depths after all.”

“I mean, maybe,” Mike replied with a shrug. The delivery driver was on her knees in front of him, lapping at the young man’s spent cock. “Or maybe he’s just out of mojo, and he feels like watching someone fuck rather than doing it himself?”

“You seem like you’re ‘out of mojo’ yourself… And yet there you are, taking up that beautiful professional’s time and energy anyway.”

The driver looked up from Mike’s crotch, shaking her head. “I don’t mind! Really, I don’t,” she said firmly, before diving back in.

“My point,” Elliot continued, “is that this is a clear display of altruism… And to a hated rival, no less. After defeating and humiliating his enemy so completely, Charlie has extended an olive branch. All the vengeance is out of his system, so now he’s ready to share his power.”           Elliot paused for a moment, watching through the screen as Ben gently pushed his naked neighbour onto the living room couch and began to throw off his own clothes. Charlie was just barely visible in the background, coming out of the kitchen with a drink in hand and settling in on a plush recliner. As the girl spread her legs and Ben slipped inside her, Elliot grinned.

“See, look at Charlie now. He’s not stroking himself or drooling over the pair; he’s just hanging out with a friend, happy to have granted him a well-deserved fuck. I see no malice there… He’s satisfied.”

Mike nodded slowly. “He does look content, I’ll give you that. Maybe I should trust the reality-bender when it comes to human nature, huh?”

“Now now, give yourself some credit. Your perspective is an important one. Speaking of which, now that this little experiment is drawing to a close, have you given any thought to the next one?”

“Yeah, a little bit. Picture this: we make a town where everyone’s sorta normal and monogamous and stuff, but really gullible. Then we throw some normal guy in there, and see how long it takes him to lie and manipulate his way to the top.”

“Hmm… Not bad. I think—”

“Don’t worry, I’ve got more!” Mike sat up in his chair, running his fingers through the delivery driver’s hair as she sucked on his rapidly stiffening cock. “Maybe we keep going with this whole ‘alpha male’ thing, but turn sex into some sort of competition. An Alpha can permanently steal other people’s wives and girlfriends and stuff, but only if the girl has a really good time in bed with him. So all the Alphas are running around, training their skills, and competing with each other to collect all the hottest women… Sort of like that video game, y’know?”

Elliot chuckled. “Slow down, Michael. We’ll get to all of your ideas sooner or later, I’m sure.”

Rising from his chair, the reality bender took one last look at the screen, where Charlie and Ben were spit-roasting the girl on the living room floor. As he watched, Naomi wandered down the stairs, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. Charlie greeted her and then pointed to Ben, who pulled out and started jacking off furiously. Naomi wasted no time dropping to her knees and taking him into her mouth, looking up into the young man’s eyes as she swallowed his load.

“The whole world is our playground, Michael… It’s just a matter of choosing which game comes next.”
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